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defenceless rabble of the lame and halt, who venture with such
courage in our days into the literary tilt-yard : and if now and
then some fainting invalid, with furious aim, like an exasperated
Reviewer-hunter, did hurl a stone at him with enfeebled fist, he
heeded it little; for he knew well that his basnet and iron jack
would turn a moderate thump. The groom, too, did his best to
make clear ground about him, and kept his master's back un-
harmed. But as nine gad-flies will beat the strongest horse;
four Caffre bulls an African lion; and, by the common tale, one
troop of mice an archbishop, as the Mdusethurm, or Mouse-tower,
on the Rhine, by Hiibner's account, gives open testimony; so the
Count of Grleichen, after doing knightly battle, was at length over-
powered by the number of his enemies. His arm grew weary, his
lance was shivered into splinters, his sword became blunt, and his
Friesland horse at last staggered down upon the gory battle-field.
The Knight's fall was the watch-word of victory; a hundred vali-
ant arms stormed in on him to wrench away his sword, and his
hand had no longer any strength for resistance. As the mettled
Kurt observed the Knight come down, his own courage sank also,
and along with it the pole-axe, wherewith he had so magnanim-
ously hammered in the Saracenic skulls. He surrendered at dis-
cretion, and pressingly entreated quarter. The groom stood in
blank rumination; bore himself enduringly; and awaited with
oxlike equanimity the stroke of some mace upon his basnet, which
should crush him to the ground.

But the Saracens were less inhuman victors than the con-
quered could have expected; they disarmed their three prisoners
of war, and did them no bodily harm whatever. This mild usage
took its rise not in any movement of philanthropy, but in mere
spy's-mercy: from a dead enemy there is nothing to be learnt,
and the special object of this roaming troop had been to get correct
intelligence about the state of matters in the Christian host at
Ptolemais. The captives, being questioned and heard, were next,
according to the Asiatic fashion, furnished with slave-fetters; and
as a ship was just then lying ready to set sail for Alexandria, the
Bey of Asdod sent them off with it as a present to the Sultan of
Egypt, to confirm at Court their description of the Christian re-
sources and position. The rumour of the bold Frank's valour had
arrived before him at the gates of Grand Cairo; and so pugnacious-
a prisoner might, on entering the hostile metropolis, have merited
as pompous a reception as the Twelfth of April saw bestowed upon